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O WOULD I WERE A BOY AGAIN. 
A SONG—SUNG BY M. GIUBELEI—MUSIC COMPOSED BY F. ROMER. 
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From the Sovthern Lit. Messenger. 
SHE IS LEAVING THE LAND. 
Sux is leaving the land of the free and the brave, 
The land where in childhood so gaily she roved, 
And sadly she gazes upon the blue wave 
Which bears her away from the land she has loved. 
She gazes upon the blue hills as they rise, 
And turns to the oak that flings forth a deep shade; 
And sadly she looks with her dark, tearful eyes, 
On scenes that from memory never can fade. 


Oh! well she Il remember the glen and the fount, 
And fondly she ’ll think of the lark’s happy song, 
When her spirit unshackled high upwards would mount, 
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And soer with the Eagle in glory along. 





In splendor amid the light throng she will stand, 

She will smile while the tears in her dark eyes shall fill, 
And though proudly her heart beat in a far distant land, 
Its home—its best home—is America still. 
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